

















™ 1 TreNtAMm 


( ; ( G ” “nn ° " 
' ONE DOLLAR A YEAR, f Ay § ; ae * \ fournal, Oubellisted with (Ong uaviigs. PAYABLE IN ADVANCE. 
\ o ( _! ~ . 


VOLUME XXI1. ILUDSON, N. Y. SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 28, 1844. NUMBER 3.) 


























{ 
would have spurred hiin onward to the abyss below. 
SOUTHERN VIEW OF THE STATE-HOUSE IN BOSTON, MASS. With a tear moistening his penetrating eye, the 
spontancous efiusion of his feeling heart, he gave 
his consent; and on seeing her light forin glide 
with speed to the hut to prepare, he exclaimed to 
himsel/—* The spirit of the Great Father isin her— 
she must go—but no game will the Indian find. 
The Good Spirit grant, that the setting sun brings 
her safety to the mountain again.” 
But his fears vanished in a moment, as she ap- 
peared elad in her fur jacket, covering her neck 
und shoulders, and extending to her waist—the 5 
collar of which, with her chinchilli eap was tied 
witha silken string under her chin, anda belt of 
wanipum which he had given ler with a large 
silver buckle, enclosed her slender waist; below 
which a ‘Vurkisi foriied dress extended, with panta- 
letts that answered a double purpose, nade of deer 
skin, and ned with fur, both for warnith, and pro- 
tection from brambles and thorns. A sinall wallet 
ol provisi mis Was u pt nice d OvVvel hea we ll covered 
Tue State-house is on an open square on Beacon and common of 75 acres, crossed with romant, shoulders, aud in her hands she supported a long 
street, fronting the malls and common. Itis 173) walks and shaded by centurian els. On the *! UP with which she was wout to ele from rock 
feet in length and G1 in breadth, and its foundation | north and west, the county of Middlesex presents || yrock in her sports upon the hill. 
is 110 feet above the level of the sea. Its size and | its numerous villas, and a rich array of agricultural Thus accoutred, she laughingly said—“«T will 
elevation make ita very conspicuous object as taste and beauty. Here ave viewed the hollowed be game carrier fur you, ny father!” to which he 
Bosion is approached. It was constructed at an walls of Harvard, aud the sacred field of Bunker. iswered with a nod of assent, and she descended 
‘ expense of $133,333. On the area of the lower On the south, the county of Norfolk appears with with hin tothe shore of the lake—the faithiul Long 
hall stands the beautiful statue of Washington, by — its granite hills and luxuriant vales, chequered with —ss'ppiag with delight around her, 
Chantry. “ From the top of the dome on this a thousand farm-houses and cottages and splendid Strongarur’s movements were rapid; but she 
) building, which is 52 feet in diameter and 230 feet mansions. On the cast, the city, with its lofty! lowed hin with the minbleness of the deer, and 
) above the level of the harbor, the whole city ap- — spires, the harbor, and the ocean, all aan 3 to . they soon penetrated into the dark recesses of the 


‘ pears beneath, with all its crooked streets, its ex- render this the most enchanting scene west of the — torest, which seenied before untrod, save by the 
\ tendedavenues, its splendid buildings, and the malls | Bay of Naples.” —#Hist. Col. Mass. wild tenants which inhabited it. Suddenly, the 


keen eye of this native of the wilderness, discove red 





} Se AN Lf UD See her bed of the dryest and softest moss of the moun- 4 luge bear, and he raised lus shrill voiec, which 
) . , i ’ ] 
) tain—animation sparkling in her eyes, and the rose sounded through the forest—calling her to hasten 


bud hue of health, mantling the cheeks or her intelli- to hia. At this moment, she was some distances 


THE TWINS 


; gent countenance. Shesaw the preparations of her behind with the dog, whom she kept hy her side as 
( XX Siorn of the Har U'est. 


preserver for his expedition; and in the romantic — her protector. On hearing his shrill call, she has- 
i 
CHAPTER Vi. enthusiasm of her feelings, again besought him to | tened with speed to the spot through the trees and 
) * Anda hunting we will go."—OL» Sove "eet : ; \ ao ——— \ clini ilies , oe 
if permit her to accompany hin. She had never. underbrush. As she reached the sice o er pre- 
( : ¥ . , ‘ 

Tue morning of a cold, though pleasant day in) before appeared with such a winning smile, and — server, she saw the formidable beast of woods 
October, found Strongarm accoutred for the chase. such an angelic countenance, to Strongarm:; and a few rods from them descending a t ¢ tearing 
His trusty rifle, with whose unerring aim, the smal- it was in vain he painted to her the fatigues she with rage the bark. A sight so unexpected, caused 
lest mark had never been missed by him, was sus- would encounter, in keeping pace with hin in hi atrembling in her frame, for an instant, and sine 

i ~ f 
pended across his broad shoulders, and lis pouch hunts iy tour. She se ned determined to TO. ANG tivoluntal ly uttered a Wick oO terror; but soon 
{ Was hanging upon his bosom; while his favorite “aying her soft, white hand upon his arin, east into | she saw the lndian level lus deadly barrel. It was 
1 coinpamon, Itong, was bounding around, anxiou his face such an unploring, innocent look, that had it the work ¢ timo il ro one sooner had the 
@ for the expected campaign, i¢ bade him leap the precipice of their mountain / report of t ece sounded in her cars, than her “ 
. . 94 . . . \ ' . . ' ~s ’ 
iy Cornclia had just arisen, with ruddy locks, from | residen to gratify her, the impnise of the mome eye iid flong grasping the prostrate foe, who 
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contend with the powerful dog. 
through the intricate mazes of the forest with our 
hunters, is not our intention, as it would afford but 
little Cornelia, however, 
witnessed enough to cure her of her hunting excur- 
sions, and it was nearly night ere the Indian gave 


interest to our readers. 


up his sport, to retrace his steps toward the moun- 
tain. 

‘The sun had entirely sunk behind the forest 
trees, and darkness began to increase as they came 
near the highway, a short distance from which em- 
bosomed in the forest, they came unexpectedly upon 
a house, seemingly untenanted. 


The Indian entered with his charge, resolving } 


to stop through the night, knowing her weak and 
tender frame was fatigued, and could not support 
reaching the mountain that evening. ‘The building 


But to wander } 


her suppositions were verified. 


danger threatened in some shape or other, and soon 
A sudden glow of 
embers on the hearth threw a faint light into 
réom, and she intently watched the dog who 
now placed his head upon the floor, but instantly 


the 
the 


raising himself by her side, belehed forth with 


a tremendous roar, as she, quickly turning her 


_ eyes, saw the door opened cautiously, by a person 


whose towering form darkened the whole aper- 


ture with his huge dimensions. A lamp which he 


» had in his hand, cast a glare of light into the room ; 


) 


was lone and sequestered, surrounded on all sides } 


by the dark forest, with one or two paths leading 
from it to the highway. 
dreary, and its dark walls were sooty from the smoke 
which seemed to have congealed in masses of black- 
ness upon the ceiling and sides of the outer room. 
Another apartment adjoining, formed by a_ projec- 
tion from the building, appeared more comfortable. 
‘T'wo or three old broken benches were laying on 
the floor of the mansion, which seemed the only 
furniture the house afforded: but as they had re- 
solved to occupy the building, for the night, Strong- 


arm 


ithered some dry branches from without, and 
soon kindled a cheerful blaze in the dilapidated fire 
place: and, as there was in one corner of the 
room, (which appeared designed as a slecping apart- 
ment,) a kind of bunk or birth attached to the side 
of the wall; hecollected some dry grass, and formed 
a confortable couch for his female charce. 

After thus preparing every Ueng in as comforta- 
ble a manner as possible for the rest of Cornelia, 
he, with her consent, and without anticipating any 
danger, left her and departed for his mountain resi- 
dence, to return by early dawn, and accompany 
her back, leaving, however, the faithful Hong as 
her protector in case of en ryency. 

Cornelia being thus left alone with her dumb 
companion, threw herself on the rude couch pre- 


pared by her kind and solicitious preserver, while 


Hong stretched himself on the floor at the foot of 


the birth, as if conscious of the trust reposed in him 


by his master, to protect his charge. 


Fatigue soon threw her into a sweet sleep, as if 


reposing on a bed of down. Two hours had the 


somniferous god scaled her eyes, and by his re- 
freshing influence, braced her frame with vieor and 
activity; when she was awakened from her slum- 
bers, by the gentle pawing of the watchful dog 
upon her bosom, whose glaring eyes, as she awoke, 
turned furiously toward the door of the apartment. 

It was utter darkness in the room; but through 
the crevices of the partition, she thought she could 
She list- 


"Terror 


discover some little glimmering of lieht. 

ened, and a storm scemed raging without. 
at first shook her frame: but as silence appeared to 
reign in the interior, her alarm gradually subsided. 
llong, oe still set by the birth, gazing intent- 
ly upon The door, and at times a low, sullen erowl 
escaped him, as he placed his head near the floor, 
as if in the act of listening. 


™ veral times he wis 


in the act of again laying down ; but the move. 
ments of her duinb companion, on every occasion, 
deterred her, by laying his paw upon her body, as 
on his first awaking her. 


These strange actions of the faithful dog, not 





It was uninhabited and ° 


lt Ott tt ea 


and Hong opened his deafening yells with more 
fearful loudness, and crouched still closer by her, 
with a determined attitude to protect her. 

** Hell and furies! who is here?” uttered the 
gigantic form, starting back at the fury and threat- 
ening aspect of Hong. 


Frightened to almost insanity, Cornelia uttered a 
J 


scream of terror, as she sprung from her bed of 


grass upon the floor—* Hong! Hong! here—here !” 
said she, throwing open the back window, which 
was low and near the floor. 

The dog bounded through the window, and 
Cornclia was also in the act of springing out after 
him, when she felt the strong gripe of hands upon 
her shoulders. She knew no more for some min- 
utes, and when she again unsealed her eyes, she 
was laying upon the grass bed, and two stern, 
The 
window had been closed and she looked wildly for 
the dog, faintly exclaiming “* Hong—Hong !” 


rough looking persons, standing beside her. 


** Hlong is off, madam,” muttered one of the men. 


“Heaven protect me,” exclaimed Cornelia— 
‘oh! spare a helpless female!” 


* Yes, yes, you shall be spared, my pretty 


. 
staining we 
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wood-nyimph,” replied the ruffian; and turning to } 


his companion, continued, “This is a night of } 


‘ . ~ ) 
wonders, Croker—we no sooner get rid of one young 


spark, than we find the flame.” 
“*T will go,” said Cornelia, hastily rising to de- 


part. ‘“* O, my preserver, why did you leave me?” 


) 


} ized bosom, as he found she was missing. 


* Never mind, deary, we shall overtake him, } 


perhaps ;—come, we are bold gallants—we will 


not leave you.” 


* Spare!—spare me, sirs—I cannot 


you,” imploringly uttered Cornelia. 


go with 


“ Umph!—then, we'll help you, my lassie,” 
answered the largest of the ruffian looking men. 
* Get the horses ready, Croker, while I put a stopper 
to her mouth. A woman's lunes let out more sound 
than forty men’s.” 


- eer PMLA PPP APPL IID APPA ALI IONE 


ng saved from the ruffians, and a few 
moments after, her gallant preserver’s leaving her, 
she was suddenly surprised at hearing a loud howl, 
and the next instant, saw Hong, the faithful dog, 
bounding in joy around her. His hard breath 
breathing and weary looks, betokened that he had 
been engaged in a fatiguing chase, which appeared 
to be the fact. 

On his finding, after leaping from the window 
of the building, that he could not enter again it 
being instantly closed on the seizure of Cornelia, 


On bei 


the sagacious animal furiously cireumambulated 
the building, but finding no entranee, sought the 
track of his master, and instantly proceeded to 
the mountain, where a piteous howl announced to 
Strongarm his arrival. 

* Hong !” exclaimed he, starting from his couch, 
where he had rather slumbered than slept, and 
seizing his rifle, “* Hong, where is she ?” 

The animal sprang towards him, howling piteous- 
ly. Heat once knew that something was wrong: 
—the sudden presence of the dog, and his anxious 
looks, together with impatient actions ;—first pull- 
ing him, and starting suddenly ;—then turning to 
see if he was followed; all spoke a language of 
danger, too plain to be misunderstood, by the 
equally sagacious Indian. 

In an instant he started, and with rapidity 
descended from his lofty residence, and hastily en- 
With 
the speed of a racer, he hurried his course to the 
rude log house, where he had left his charge. ‘The 
door was closed by the wind; but furiously he 


tered the forest, the dog leading the way. 


drove open the slender barrier, and entered. Cross- 
ing the outer room, he perceived the other vacant, 
as Hong, who had preceded him, was returning, 
and bounded past him towards the outer door. 

Not the lioness suddenly deprived of her whelps, 
could have evineed a rage more uncontrolled, than 
then drove to desparation this untutored native of 
the woods. A yell of despair burst from his agon- 
But 
the erowl of his faithful dog, snuffing the air, and 


bounding towards the highway, aroused him; and 


* For what am I doomed,” cried the terrified girl, > 


in a voice that would have softened a harder heart 
than her savage companion’s. 

“'T'o takea ride with us,” drily returned he raising 
her in his arma. 

Cornelia struggled and screamed, while the brutal 
wretch forced his handkerchief into her mouth, and 
fastened her arms behind her; but without offering 
any further violence. ‘Then bearing her through 
the outer room to the door, she was soon mounted 
in front of the monster; and his companion, moun. 
ting another horse, they rode off towards the high- 
way. 

Cornelia had, as she was borne along, 
in shipping the cords from her hands, and just freed 
herself from the gag which had almost suffoeated 
her, when at the critical moment, the furious horse 
It was then she 
ed and threw herself from the arms of the horseman. 
and darted 


began to rear and plunge. scream- 


into the forest, where she w 
by young Holenbrook, as stated in the first chapter 


ESO 


while vengence blazed in his countenance, and 
boiled in indignation through his veins, he instant- 
ly followed, keeping Hong im view. ‘The sudden 
howl of the dog, as he espied Cornelia, caused a 
throb of joy in the Indian, which made hin utter a 
shout whose shrill tones struck upon the ears of 
Corvelia, telling ber at onee she was safe: for at 
this instant turning, she saw Strongarm, covered 
with mud, wild and hageard rushing towards her. 
In a few words she told him the adventures of the 
night, recounting her rescue by the gallant stranger, 
in such tones of gratitude, as suffused the savage 
eyes of her preserver with a tear of pl asure—and 
they immediately left the spot. 

As they entered the forest, to return to the 


mountain, Cornelia saw the dark form of a man, 


snececded 
) 


impression on the mind of Cornelia. 


— 
is rescued 


vliding by the trees at the sight of the path ; but 
the next instant he disappeared from her view. 
Without mentioning this circumstance, she sil ntly 
followed the Indian to their residence, which they 
reached in safety. 

The circumstances of this night made a lasting 
There was a 
presentiment, which seemed to linger, and at times 
ibsorb her mind, that she was, she knew not why, 
yet to learn something important from these trans- 
ietions; but the winter set in, and months clapsed, 


which gradually wore off her anticipations. Con- 


} tentinent pervaded her bosom; and her long es- 
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+ trangement from society seemed to wean her from ; his head, shifted her position, in order to staunch Edward requested the Indian to convey him : 
"1 ) the world, though she often thought of what she } the blood which she had just perceived flowing , across the lake to the house of his father. ‘The 
"4 ) had been ; yet the kind attentions of the Indian from the wound on his leg. Iu the act of doing insupportable pain of his wound, and broken limb, 
h left her little regret ; and her amusements continued which, he caught sight of her face. As if clectri- made him anxious to be removed where medical 
a} for a long time uninterrupted by any incident } fied, he started again with a sudden impulse which assistance could be procured. In as gentle a man- 
, worthy of record. } seemed to renew his strength; but the exertion ner as possible, Strongarm immediately placed him 
CHAPTER VU. was to much, and he fainted in her arms, inanimate in his little vessel and wafted him to the opposite 
Vv “ Now, something after the manner of my aged grand as a corpse. side, where he was removed to the mansion house 
mother, when she had er oy a stitch in her kuitting, shall} — « Merciful Heaven !” ejaculated Cornelia, as she | of Holenbrook. 
it gather up the loose ends of my broken story.—ANony Movs. | held the lifeless body in her arms; “ what shall I li the mean tine, Cornelia, concealed from 
’ To begin our chapter, we must apologize for so > do ?—if life yet lingers, he will die, unless assistance | view, stood upon the beach until the projecting 
. long keeping our readers in suspense, concerning ; is speedily “afforded,” gently laying her burthen . land hid them from her gaze, and then ascended 
as Edward, whom we left apparently lifcless, laying upon the ground, and instantly springing towards the mountain to their dwelling. She felt a secret 
. on the wolf. ‘ her little vessel to seek for help. ; interest in the fate of the stranger youth, she had 
™i Cornelia had arisen early on this morning, and} With the utmost velocity she was master of, she | so fortunately discovered in the cave. His gallant- , 
" as was her wonted custom at this season of the ; shot the light bark across the bay to the foot of the , ry in slaying his formidable foe, and his wounded 
1 year, descended to the shore of the lake to bathe. , steep mountain, and like the bounding roe, ascend- ; and helpless situation—the nobleness of his coun- | 
m4 Having accustomed herself to the masculine exer. ed to the hermitage on its lofty peak. Strongarm ; tenance and beauty of his form—altogether, opera- y 
| cise of swimming, and to use with admirable } was preparing his rifle for the chase, as she breath- | ted to create feelings of admiration in her towards } 
i dexterity the paddles of the cannoe, she unimovred : less, came up, her voice quivering, and eyes start. ; him; and again the countenance seemed familiar 
‘ the one she was in the habit of amusing herself in > ing like globes from their sockets: every lincament | to her. It appeared to be the one she imperfectly 
‘ on the lake, and pushed it from the shore, with an > of her pale countenance betokened wonderful in. seen on the night of her rescue from the horseman /} 
: intention of crossing to the opposite side, and visit a } telliyence, as in hurried accents she exclaimed, } in the edge of the forest—-“ It cannot be the gallant 
point of rocks; but as she skimmed lightly over springing towards her preserver, “ O, come with » stranger, who protected me,” thought she: and 
: the unruffled surface of the water, she altered her} ye to the shore, and save the life of a wounded yet a secret something scemed to convince her it 
; mind, and made for a bay, about a quarter of a} youth,” and then darting from him into the rude } was he, and he only. Anxiously she waited the 
; mile from the base of the hill where she resided. dwelling, immediately brought forth a bandage, » return of Strongarim, and the day passed off with 
) As she approached the shore, she divested herself } while Strongarm, gazing after her, hastily left his ) a tediousness hitherto unfelt by her, since her being 
: : of her morning attire, and plunged into the lake, occupation. an inhabitant of the dwelling of her preserver. But 
amusing herself in pushing the light vessel along. } «Come, ere it is too late,” eried Cornclia, as she | just as darkness began to shroud the summits of 
a Near the spot where she was about landing to seemed floating in the air, and rapidly descending . the loity hill in night, she heard the well know 
fasten the boat, the water was bold, and the bank ' the mountain to the shore, while Strongaria quickly | tread of the Indian at the door, and she sprang 
from the shore almost perpendicular. She swam to : followed her, whose movements hiseyecouldscarcely | to receivehim. A sinile danced on his countenance 
’ the edge, and after fastening her little vessel, keep pace with, wondering at the agile tleetness of | us she took his brawny hand, pressing it with joy 
; clambered along a short distance, until she ete to } go slender and delicate a be ing. at his return, and hastily inquiring the situation in 
the level beach, where turning towards the land a On reaching the shore, they jumped into the | which he had left the wounded youth. 
| few feet from her, the body of Edward, laying in- > eanoe, which she rapidly paddled to the spot where ** He will recover, daughter,” said the Indian ; 
sensible across the dead wolf, struck upon her } Edward lay insensible. Onseeing him, the Indian . “ but he talks incessantly of an angel who found 
' sight. A faint scream escaped her, as she sprang } uttered a picreing ery of horror. ‘The sight of the } him, and assisted in his rescue from death, saying 
% into the lake, cleaving the water for the boat. On¢ dead wolf, and the unusual quantity of blood which § he will travel to earth’s remotest bounds, and it he 
, reaching whic h, she threw her clothes on, while } erimsoned the ground, caused au alarm seldom > does not find her, he wille xplore the pathless waters.” 
4 her trembling hands almost refused to obey their } eyineed by this aged son of the forest ; but he leaped * But,” said Cornchia, similing at the earnestness 
A office. After having clad herself, she again ap- {to the shore, and took the body in his arms, : of her preserver, ‘ he will have to search another 
d proached the spot, where horror seemed to freeze cautiously thrusting his hand into the bosom of the | element, and wing his flight to this mountain top 
her blood, as she surveyed the lifeless body of the } youth, and bending his face towards that of the im- | to find me. Did he say any thing of searching 
. youth. His pale face, was sprinkled with the crim- sensible form. “ Helivesdauyvhter!? saidhe, raising | the other clements, fire and air!” 
‘ son stain from the wolf, and the ground displayed } his head, and his eyes sparkling with unusual bril- * No, daughter: but he who rescued thee from 
‘ the same red hue. lianey. ‘Then lifting him, bore the body tothe canoe, | the rude ruffians in the forest, and he who slew the 
‘ She raised him from the wild and formidable foe, carefully extending him on its bottom, and directing | ravenous wolf, ure one. He who dwells beyond 
‘ which, even then, in death, appeared terrible, and > jer to proceed to the rock at the foot of the hill. » the setting sun, conducted you to save him.” 
d caused a shuddering in her frame, that almost over- On reaching the deserted building, which once 66 itis he, then—imy noble protector in the forest,” 
i caine her ; but with a presence of mind uncommon, } jad tenanted the desolate Cornelia, when grief had ! murmured she to herself. * Did he know me !” 
. she immediately laid him back, and seized his hat } jurled her reason from its throne, they stopped, and © softly asked she, with blushes mantling the polish- 
‘ which lay on the ground a short distance from her, } carried their inanimate charge in. Llere Strong- | ed whiteness of her snowy neck with modest erun- 
. and sprang to the border of the lake, dipping it} arm examined the wound on the leg, made by the » son. 
Pr full of water, and returned to the insensible youth. > wolf, and in a few moments succeeded in restoring * Know thee, daughter ?’— Yes—the young eagle, 
Kneeling down, she bathed his marble colored fore- life to the exhausted Edward: while Cornelia as- — whose picreing eye blinks not at the noon day sun, 
" head in the liquid element. The vital spark seem- } sisted in binding up the wound, and washing the | has net an orb more searching than his. It was 
. ed forever fled, as she hung over him with a} blood from his face, at the same time adjusting the © plain, and the thrill at the first sight ol you, caused 
‘ tenderness and anxiety, which woman can ouly } dislocated shoulder in an¢ asy position. hii to faint.” 
fecl. At length, a slight movement indicated re- Hlaving thus far suceceded, in aflording assist- * Would that he had not seen me then,” an- 
, turning life, and animation began to show itscl{—a } ance to the wounded stranger, which bid hope » swered the unud virl, shuddering at the recollection 
» sigh escaped his lips as his head rested on her bosom. | cheer her heart, that his ease was not beyond the | of the moment. 
| * Hleaven be praised !—he lives,” ment lly ex- } reach of human skill; she for a moment retired to ‘* He will come for thee, daughter,” continued 
» claimed she, contemplating his feature s,as renewed the orave where ke ot the dust of her tather. In Strongarm mournfully, ‘“ and desolate, and alone, 
: life gradu lly arraye d his countenanee, from th the mean time Edward. by degrees, came to recol- } I shall be left upon the mountain: the rising moons 
‘ death-color which had before ove rspread it. lection, and recognized in the humane attentions | and setting suns may gild the dwelling of the 
| Edward at length opened his eyes, and attempt- } bestowed upon hii, the Indian who had reseued © Indian with their parting bear iwain; bat she 
‘ ed to rise ; but the loss ef blood had so enfeebled his him trom a Watery erave.—** Again the preserver who caused his heart to be id when he returned 
L¢ frame, that he sunk back upon the bosom pillow ; of my life,” faintly said he, smilingly, and pressing ‘ from the chase, wil not be here to suule at hus 
an } which had supported him, faintly murinurivg the hand of the mative commg any niore, But Hin be praised, who , 
. 9 « ** Where am 1?” “It is to Hlim, mi m—Ife stayed the beast makes the grass grow upon the hills and inthe vatles i 
ae sy Cornelia saw his weakness, and gently raising | that would lave slew thee.” He knows best—the Indian must not complain g 
e¥ ie > 4 4 
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* No! no, my daughter, the mighty Father never 


meant you to stay with Strongarm. He only lent 


you, to make the Indian’s heart glad, and he now > 


Says, you must leave him, but the Indian will 
know where his daughter has gone, and when a 
few more mountain snows have stiffened his limbs, 
he will come to you. He will die easy, when he 
sees you happy. When you have gone, He who 
caused the ravens to feed the holy man, will still 
make glad the heart of the indian.” 

Cornclia wished, yet durst not inquire the name 
of the youth; but secing the melancholy counten- 
ance of her preserver, she cast on him one of her 
looks, that never failed to cause a smile to dance 
upon the stern countenance of the Indian: and 
rose and bid him “ good night ;” adding, “ Cornelia 
will never leave her preserver.” 

As she retired to her little apartment in the hut, 
and disappeared from the view of the outcast chief, 
he said to himself, She has dwelt too long with 
me—the youth only is worthy of her” 

Hlere we must leave for a short time our mount- 
ain residence, and waft our readers, across the 
lake to Holenbrook’s mansion, where some events, 
and characters of interest, must now be broucht 
forward. It being night however, we must defer 
it until the next chapter. 

CHAPTER VIL 


Events both marvellous and new.”’—ANonymMovrs. 


“We here present a motley crew 


Ir was near the close of autumn, and the foster 
parents of Edward Holenbrook were preparing, for 
the first time since their residence in the country, 
to pay a visit to the eastward. 


Kdward was fast 


recovering from the wounds received in his 


en- 
counter with the wolf, when they left their peace- 
ful residence to visit the banks ofthe Hudson. As 


before stated, Holenbrook, when he married, soon 


after the finding of the prolitic basket, his wile, 


who was a widow, had one dauchter, who had 
been brought up with Edward, and although no 
ties of blood united them, still they knew it not. 


She had taken the name of Holenbrook. and was 
considered by the old Hollander as his child. 
bore the christian name of her 
Adcline. s lovely daughter 


was left in charge at home, in company with a 


She 
mother, which 
On their leaving, thi 


was 


female cousin. 

Adcline was about nineteen, tall and straight as 
the cedar of the forest, possessing an amiable dis- 
position, and alive to the true feelings of genuine 
nobleness of heart, with all the dignity of female 
excellence. She was not one of those, who, by 
the world would be ge nerally called handsome ; 
yet there was a cast of such mildness in her brielit 
blue eye, whose piercing expression, when she was 
interested, seeined to array her whole countenanes 
with a fascination, which could not fail to rivet the 
beholder. 
ally danced around her mouth, and dimpled one of 
her cheeks, which although they we 


’ ’ 


A smile of ineffable sweetness oceasion.- 


re 


but sliehtly 
tinged with the vermillion hue, yet were 


of health. 


pietu 

She was generous and humane, as shy 

was amiable in her disposition. Every member of 

the family adored her; and the colored domestics 

of the Hollander were always lavish in their praises 
s 


© kind, and so good, 


sere cperren 


Se 


RURAL REPOSITORY 
never leave thee, my good father | 
and preserver,” said Cornelia, laying her white 
hand upon his arm, while a tear filled her eye. 
** Cornelia will live and die with her Indian father; 


—the gallant stranger will not take me from 
” 
you. 


when they were sick with the “ feour nager,” as 
their broken jargon denominated it. 

Isabella La Roche, the cousin of Adeline, who 
was at this time visiting her aunt, and to whose 
parents she and the Hollander had now gone to 
spend a few weeks, was almost the same age of 


Adeline; but wild as the untamed fawn. Like 
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some giddy-brained girl, she appeared with little } 


forethought in her actions; yet she possessed a 


fecling heart. She was all life and animation in 


her countenance. and had, notwithstanding her | 


volatile disposition, stored her mind with intelli- 


- os a a i i . 


“ Yes, Massa!—he all bone and sinew—there 
be blood in that are horse, Massa Edward!” 

“ Yes, Harry, he is a full blooded animal.” 
cried Isabella, half 
laughing and half angry at Edward. 

“Come, coz, now tell me whom that letter is 
from.” : 


‘““A fig for your horses,” 


“* No, I shall not, unless you will come and kiss 


‘ me for the news,” answered Edward, breaking the 


gence, which she could at times display in such a 


manner, as failed not of astonishing, while it de- | 


lichted her auditors. 
beamed with compassion on suffering human na- 


ture, when objects of pity came in view. Nor was 


Her mild blue eyes ever } 


her exterior appearance less interesting to the be- 


holder. She was tall and graceful, with a com- 


plexion of beauty’s dye adorning it—and_ she 
moved with elegance and dignity, while her silken 
hair flowed over her neck and shoulders with natu- 
ral curls, which vied with art to imitate for beauty. 
Such was Isabella La Roche in all the bloom of 
health, enlivening all who came within the sphere 
of her circle, whether at home or abroad. 

Edward had recovered in some the 
use of his broken limb, and his wound was nearly 
healed. 
began to rise with the prospect of soon being a 
to find the fair 


videntially : when one morning, Adeline and 


measure 


As his recovery advanced, his_ spirits 
ble 


girl who had reseued him so pro- 


Isabella came into the room where he sat amusing 
himself by teaching one of the little black domestics 
of the house, how to whirl a top, langhing at the 
intense perseverance of the little sable hero, 

* Come, coz! shoulder your crutch!” said 
Isabella, “ and accompany us to the door—there 
is a stranger there, who wishes to sce you, if your 
name is young Holenbrook.’ 


* Let 


, 


him come in, girls,” answered Edward, 


urchin. 


{ 
= 


continuing his sport with the little blac! 


* But he is on horseback, coz, and wont come in. 
He says he has a letter for you, whieh he must de- 
liver himself; and T suppose it is from your lady of 
the lake.” are hly re pli d Isabella, while her bluc eve 
sparkled with loughter.—* Come, Adeline,” contin- 
ued she, taking hold of | ' “we willlead him to 
receive thr precion billet from the wate: nymph.” 

Upon which Edward, smiling, started and ae- 


companied the girls to the door, A man ona fleet 


looking horse, and strangely muffled about the faee, 
inquired as he came up, ** Is your maine Holen- 
brook 

ss They say so,” replied Edward: “will you 
dismount, and wells in. sir?” 

“T must be exensed.” answered the stranger, 
presenting a letter with three large seals —* This I 
was directed to leave with you.’ continued he, 
bowing, as Edward ree ed the letter. Before 
Edward had time to thank hin, however, he struck 
the rowels of his purs ito the horse, which started 
with the speed of a racer, and was soon hid from 
view behind the trees, in the lane leading from th 
road up to the house. 

* He is off in a jifin r id Isabella. Coz, do 
you often have such fleet letter-carriers 2” 

Edward mused a oment, without answerin 
then put the letter into his boso 1, re kine. ash 
turned to ro into t house-——* that 1 t tite 
looking horse, the stranger rod Did yon notices 
him, Harry!” directing his conversation to a black, ° 


p 


who just came up. 


* inexplicable mystery to me. 


seals and laughing at the curiosity of Isabella. 

“Well, L will,” replied she, gliding behind his 
chair as he seated himself, on entering the house to 
to read his letter. Clapping her mouth close to 
his ears, she smacked her lips, making him sud- 
denly start at the shock, which sounded through 
his head with deafening loudness. 

On reading the letter, his countenance under- 
went a variety of changes, which were quickly 
observed by the girls, although he arose and went 
to his room, to ponder over the singular contents of 
his communication, 

Adeline and Isabella, in the mean time, racked 
their invention in vain surimises at the appearance 
of the stranger, with a letter to Edward, and its 
probable contents. He joined them in about an 
hour; but his whole countenance appeared so 
changed, and there was such a look of mystery 
that seemed to pervade him, although he strove to 
be cheerful, that it astonished, while it still farther 
raised their curiosity ; and Isabella was determined, 
if possible, to find out the mystery. As soon as he 
was seated by them, she began :— 

* What news did your budget contain, coz, that 
makes you look so grum? One would suppose you 
The rattle- 


brained girl was continuing, when Edward inter- 


had seen another water nymph.” 


rupted her by saying, in an imploring tone— 

* Dear Isabella, do spare me!—I have indeed 
received a letter; but the contents of which are an 
At some future period, 
when your uncle arrives, you shall be made ac- 
quainted with what it contains. Until then, kind 
girl, ask me no questions, as you value my peace 


of mind on the occasion.” As he ceased speaking, 


he buried his face in his hands, and seemed con- 
vulsed with hus feelings. 
“Well! upon my word!" cried Isabella and 


Adcline, both in a breath, Isabella however con- 


tinuing, * Since you take it so much at heart, sup- 


take towards the lake.-—What 


p 
say you to it, Edward?” 


Wwe a rambk 


**T aim ready to attend you, girls,” answered he, 


rising, While a flush of humbled pride at letting his 


feclings so far master him, crimsoned his coun. 


tenance 5 


and they started on ther walk towards 


As they reach d the lake shore, Isabella and 
Adcline rambled upon the beach at some distance 
KMdward had a 
shelving rock projecting from the bank, to rest him 


i 


thic 


from where seated himself, on 


iil 


fatigue of his walk. 


the 


Suddenly he was 
surpri od ut 


laughing at the novelty of the sport, and paddling 


towards 


sight of the girls in a canoe, 


him from asmall pot which they had 
just doubled, making off a short distance into the 


lake. As they came near where he was seated, 
Isabella cspied him, and held up a handkerchief 
with her hand, saying * A prize!—a prize, coz.” 
Wile he was thinking where they could have so 
soon obtained a canoe, the giddy girls, not being 


iccustomed to the buoyant, slender b irk, lost their 
balance, and turning the canoe bottom upwards, 


both were precipitated into the lake. On seeing 


.; a 





( 


~ 





sprang from his seat, and as fast as his disabled 
condition would permit, hastened to their relief. 
But one arm was still suspended in a sling, and 
his leg, which had caused hin to use a crutch, (in | 
his hurry forgotten aud left upon the rock,) so, that } 
before he reached the edge of the water, he sunk | 


with pain upon the sand. 
At the same moment Adeline and Isabella were 
which 5 


overturned in the canoe, a wild shrick 


seemed bursting from the copse on the bank of the } 


shore, pierced the stilly air, and echoed over the 


water; and the instant after, a female form, with 


the rapidity of the wind, issued into the open space 


from the woods—dashing into the lake, and shot 
like an arrow through the water. In an instant 
she reached the little vessel, and with admirable 


dexterity whirled it upon its bottom—then, like a 


mermaid, rising from the bosom of her native § 
clement, leaped on board, her long tresses dripping 
over her shoulders. 

Isabella and Adeline, as they sunk and rose 
again, shricked wildly for assistance ; while this 
heroic femule propelled the canoe to the spot where 
they were struggling in the waters.-—-She guided it 
between them, and springing to the centre of the 
little vessel, directing Isabella to seize hold of the 
side. At again 
sinking, for the last time, had disappeared from 


this instant, Adcline who was 
above the surface of the water, and was faintly 
struggling, vainly grasping at something bencath. 
The heroine plunged into the lake after her, and 
instantly fasten d her delicate hands in the long 
silken hair of the drowning girl, brin 


wr 
> 


ing her up to 


the surface; and placing her hands upon the op- 


posite side of the slender bark. Having thus ba- 
laneed the little vessel, she swam to one end, and 
pushed it through the water towards the shore a 
few rods distant. 

‘ 


Edward, during this scene, unable searecly to 


rise, sat upon the sand, almost spell-bound with 
astonishment, at the intrepidity of this female; for 
she seemed, when rescuing his friends from a 
watery tomb, as if she was only sporting in her 
native element As they neared the beach, the 


water became shallow; and, trembling with af. 
fright, Adeline and Isabella quit their hold of th 
to the 


with difficulty, had arisen to reecive them. It 


canoe, and wade d shi re, Wier > iW urd, 


was now they turned to thank their pre 
whom they supposed following them ; but she lad 
again entered the canoe, which was cutting through 
almost super- 


the water, crossing the lake, with 


‘ " rf 4) 


natural ve locity. She stood at one end of the 


canoe and the long tresses of her lau still hu 


down her shoulders, dripping and glistening in the 
sunbeams with a glossy brightness. 
They all three gazed a moment, shouting en- 


treaties for her return: but she 


only turned and 


waved her white handkerchicf in answer; and 

continued swiftly gliding her canoe over the rip- 

pling surface of the lake, and soon appeared only 
\ 


like a speck in the distance, upon the bosom ot 
the water. 

Isabella was the first to break silenee, as the y 
watched her, until the va 
little 


said she, bursting into tears, 


vessel from view. “It was cruel in 
* not to stay, nd at 
least, reecive our thanks: but,” 

her eyes glist ung through the tears that suff 
; them, and a smile dancing 
e “It was you, Edward that fri 


ww 

2 nymph away. Come Adeline, as sh ved u 
 - : 

Ss ae 


' crutch, “here is your better part—we must away 


t space enti ly Ind the 


continued she, 


over her countenance. 


ghtened the water- 
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from drowning, we will help him to catch her, as ; 
soon as he ean relinquish that wooden substitute 


; 
. . 5 
for a leg, which he forgot to employ when he rush- } 


ed to assist us. Here coz,” said she, bringing his 


to the house, and change our dress. I shiver now 


from the effects of our cold bath.” 

“ Yes, let us go,” answered Edward, thought- 
fully ; and slowly they returned towards their } 
habitation. As they passed along, Isabella had 
banished her fright, and was chattering away in 
praise of the heroic female who so opportuncly came 
to their assistance. 

* Oh!” said the rattle brained girl, * that I was 3 
but a male, that I could have her for my dulcinea 
—such beauty, form and grace, never before were 
combined; and the silver tones of her voice, were 


like melody from the soft breathings of the lute. 


* Did she speak ?” said Edward, interrupting 
her, and almost gasping for breath, “ what, my 
girl—what did she say ?” 

‘Speak! cousin—did you ever see a female 


yee 


that could not use her tongue ?” answered Isabella, 


laughing. ‘ Yes, she spoke ; but the bubbling in 
my ears prevented my distinctly understanding 3} 
what she said—thouch I believe they were words 3 


of encouragement to Adcline and myself. O, how 
I wish she had accompanied us.” ; 
‘* T will find her,” muttered Edward to himself: 
* ere to-morrow’s sun sinks from view, I will seek 
Who can 
ai 


and why does she thus clude observation ? 


the residence of the Indian. 


she be? 

“ Tsabella overhearing the latter part of his 
soliloquy, turned her laughing eyes on him, saying, 
“ she is wild and afraid of a wolf-killer ; but Ade- 
line and myself will catch her and tame her for 
you. Say, coz, what will you give us if we will 
bring this water nymph home to you.” 

As they appro hed the house, the y were mi t by 
Harry, the black, who, secing the girls all drippling, 
rolled up his large eyes in wonder, exclaiming, * O, 


bless me Misse Adcline and Isabella! how wet 


? 


you be 
“Why, Harry,” said Isabella, “ we have been 
into the lake, head and ears, a fishing—and we 


have got * fishermen’s luck.” Go tell your fair 
consort to get something warm and niece.” 
en in the lake echoed the black—“ yah! 


' ' 


yah! yah!—that be no way to catch the fish. Go 


wid Harry some time, Misse—he show you how 
to catch ’em.” 

“Well, Harry, you shall accompany us on our 
next trip.” 

* Yes, [show you how the "Ginians cateh‘em,” 
continued the black. grinning and showing his ivo y 

“ Never mind, Harry, now, about your “Ginians 
and Virginians; but run and assist Phillis to make 
a fire.” 

“You caught a wet jac 
look out you no catch the fecur nas 

int : 


them are kind of fish once myscif—they make all 


\i issu Lb lw ird - 


dward, 


the bones rattle—don't they, 
“Go along! you snowball,” answered E 
showing a little anger at the black’s liberty —*“ do 


a fire to dry 


you not see the girls shivering 


I an't white, you need not twit me ont 
I will twit, and t u wlly head off, 
ou coppcr-« dt | { s t nay | iy 
‘ you i tthe mor | * said I vurd, 
moving towards him, on overhearing | noblin 
On reaching the house, the gi retired 1d 


‘ ae 
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divested themselves of their wet dress, while Ed- # 
ward pondered over the secnes of the day. As he 
was about retiring for the night, he summoned 
Harry, bidding him to be in readiness to waft him 
across the lake in the morning ; then throwing him- 
self on his bed, soon sunk into forgetfulness all his 
anxicties, notwithstanding they absorbed and per- 


perplexed his mind. 





ORIGINAL COMMUNICATIONS. 
For the Rural Repository. 
NATIVE POETS. 


Lookin over some Native Poetry, composed by 


»one who had formerly contributed much to the 


Repository —* The late Wu. A. Corrin, of this city, 


; author of Miscellaneous Poems,” &c.* we noticed 


a remarkable prophecy, given in one of the stanzas 
of the piece entitled “ An Address to Bacchus ;” 


, perhaps our readers may have noticed it, perhaps 
; not—it reads as follows :— 


And lo! the golden age, will come, 
Quick stepping on the age of Rum, 
To lead long wandered husbands home, 
From thraldom freed ; 
And our bold freemen shall become 
Free men indeed ! 
The above was written in 1827, and was verified 
in 1843; its talented and lamented author, who 
saw so fur with the visioned eyes of a Bard, into 


time, died at the early age of 22, long previous to 


the fulfilment of this singular prediction, so cle- 


gantly expressed. 

There are many beautiful and original thoughts 
contained within the Poems of the above young 
Poet, hitherto unnoticed by his countrymen. I 
may be allowed to mention the following idea, which 
I find it in the 
concluding stanza of ** The Address to the Sun.” 


strikes me as being entirely original. 


Sun! éf thy lioht is the Jountain of wit, 
Thence—the streams of felicity ‘ 

©! when thy lamp is earhest lit 
Let me enchusten my pirit with the 


This is certainly poetry of the highest order ; nor 
has Byron produced a nobler thought! 


Coflins’ productions were all written with a 


benevolent motive , apart from mere fame; and we 
must assuredly place him first on the list of those 


; : ; : on , 
whom posterity will entitle * Temperance Poets.” 


“ , 

he book as it is, is a picasant domestic compan- 
‘ Bes ’ ‘ ’ , 

ion, easily understood by all: well comprehended 


by even the uneducated; and should be read often 


in families. It is fuil of temperance philanthropy, 
and reads a lecture to young and old; truly 


might it have been said of that lone, solit wy star 


in our horizon—he was “ young in years, but old 
considerations, there 


, ” 
Poems, 


deseriptions of old Nature, wonderfully leading the 


in hours.” A part from thes 


ire in these a] | f HeCOUS glowing 


rossin cli-conecit of man, to adore § the 


beautiful and the sublime! 


_ The M mautain Cala 


the following clegant and true de 


In the pieee entitled, 


racl, (Catskill,) thereocecurs 


cripluon— 
Benent whe vet tther th 
On « 
And te oft t ‘ ty view 
\ y 
\W ‘ ris t | rn 
And mellowest—t1 tu height 
{ ‘ 
Wi t iv ht 
Win t I 
Surely is not this A in Poctry ! is there not 
a pecul ir ire ima v ithe out i. by which 
we fecl ( til pe wid t te 1 coolne 
of evening, as old Sol in radu y below the 
iT ' ‘ r ott Poe t as 
\ut i ( i b.¢ “ 
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were rors 


Are we content unless we 
Mere dusty books, or the 


mountain’s brow ! 
enjoy such thoughts? 
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one hundred years old, to show that the deceitful ; 


clink of dollars, is not sufficient for the sons ; 


and daughters of freedom; we must enjoy old 
Nature, or this world is a mere den of misery, and 
misery we ourselves frequently make, by extin- 
guishing the torch of brotherhood in the fountain of 
gold! I say, let us recur back to poetry and senti- 
ment, things we began life with, and not degrade 
ourselves as Americans by wearing (a thing youth 
hates to wear) the icy chain of avarice. Let 
our own Native Poetry and exuberance of feeling, 
out of which arises all that is great or noble in our 
nature—patriotism, love, and filial affection, be 
cherished and regarded, even as it deserves to be, 
with love and respect, aside from mere moneyed 
considerations. 

We have quantum suflicient of elegance and 
greatness ainong our own children, without heeding 
much whatis going on in antiquated, hollow-hearted, 
bleod-stained Europe ! 
steps forth from the vasty woods, lofty mountains, 


Here genius, newly born, 


and fathomless lakes, and exhibits himself in a new 
dress, the garb of Nature and Liberty. We have 
no need of examples from the old world; what is 


POL EP LPP LPL LPL LE 


~_— 


RURAL 


weer re or eee eee eee 


one has long been known, and that his power has 


not been maintained through ignorance, but reck- | 


less folly :— 


( 
“ Strong waters were formerly used only by the » 
direction of Physicians; but now mechanics and 


laborers drmk RUM like fountain water; and 
they can infinitely better endure it than the idle, 
unactive and sedentary part of mankind; but 
DEATH is in the bottom of the cup of every one. 
Does the great Doctor Cheyne lie, when he says 
that neither Jaudanum, nor arsenic will kill more 
certainly, although more quickly? You may feel 
high-spirited while your blood boils into sulphur 
and flame; so you might walk (for the present 
safety) if the sands of the earth were gun-powder, 


; till the spark came; but what would secure you 


DOE INOS IS 


now performed by the contemned and abused : 


pioneers of literature in America, may stand asland- 
marks for those who shall come after us ; for pri- 
meval society, is fast fading away ; and a hundred 
years to come will make the present rude essays 
of genius—equal in reverence to Chaucer, Spencer, 
&c. of old England itself. 
now written by American Poets is, commonly speak- 


Certain it is, what is 


ing of an original character, and rejates to aspects 


and manners mercly lingering amongst us ; for even | SE s pe 5 
Se oe ns ‘ June 20th, 1743, one of the most distinguished 

the appearance of the landscape, as well as the ways } - 
’ female writers of the age. 


of the people, are continually changing. America 
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is something like a very rich, or a very great per- 


sonage ; she has been so long used to greatness and 
splendor, worth and talent, laying like rubbish 
around her, that she has almost forgotten its exist- 
ence: and as one of her humblest sons, among 
many, I would venture occasionally to remind her 
of these truths; so that, if possible, her actual blind- 
ness may vanish, and she see what dust she is tramp- 
Gold-dust, forsooth, is good enough for 
We know it is, but do not let 
ALPHA. 


ling upon. 
her to walk upon! 
us forget that it is Gold. 

=D ¢ ao 


Tue following elegant reflections were intended for the 





“Spirit of the Age; but have never been published, owing 
that paper being discontinued: they are from the pen of the 
late lamented Cuarves H. Barrier, and betray a vigorous 
We 


have a few more which in due time we shal! present our 


and mature intellect, far above the years of the author. 


readers.— Ed. 
THE NEW AND THE OLD TIMEs. 


Now that men have suddenly awakened to a 


* opement of her great natural talents, and of a vein } 
Her 


‘ earliest production was a small volume of miscel- 


‘ of instruction to the 


in the time of the explosion ?” 


SO ee een 


een errr nee ore oe 








» ANNA LETITIA BARBAULD. 


Anna Letitia Barsaucp, daughter of the Rev. | 


John Aikin, born at Kibworth in Leicestershire, 
She received from her 
father, who in the early part of her life presided 
over a dissenting academy at Warrington in Lan- 
cashire, an excellent literary and classical educa- 
tion, to which she was indebted for the full devel- 


of poetry at once elegant and imaginative. 


laneous poetry, printed in 1772, which in the year 
following was succeeded by a collection of pieces 
in prose, published in conjunction with her brother, 
In 1774 
she accepted the hand of the Rev. Rochemont 


Doctor John Aikin of Stoke Newington. 


Berbauld, with whom she took up her residence at 


Palgrave in Suffolk, and there composed the works : 


on which the durability of her reputation is most 
seeurcly founded, viz. “ Early Lessons and Hymns 
for Children,” pieces which are justly considered as 
of standard merit, in conveying the first rudiments 
In 1785, she 


accompanied her husband on a tour to the conti- 


iInjant mind. 


» nent, and on their return, resided for several years 


new and startling sense of the ruin that has so long 


been hanging like an incubus upon them, it is 
natural to look back upon past times as ages of 
folly and blindness ;—as a weary reign of ruin and 
despair, over which was hung a disgusting allure- 
ment—an illusion disgraceful to human nature.— 
“* Why, how is it,” said a reformed, regenerated 
man to us a few days ago, “ that with all the study 
and learning of past centuries, they never saw this 
one practical, matter of fact thing: that rum would 
certainly kill a man?” 
tion, for just waking as from a long and painful 


This was not a new ques- 


dream, we have heard many a reformed inebriate 
make similar inquiries ; and we append the follow- 


ing paragraph which was found in an Almanack, 


at Hampstead, but in 1802 again removed to Stoke 
Newington, in order the more constantly to enjoy 


her brother's society. In 1812 appeared the last 


of her separate publications, entitled, *“ Eighteen 


hundred and Eleven,’ a poem of considerable 


merit; previous to which she also amused herself | 


by selecting and editing a collection of English 
A 


similar selection followed from the best British Es- 


novels with eritical and biographical notices. 


sayists of the reign of Anne, and another from 
Richardson’s manuscript correspondence, with a 
memoir and critical essay on his life and writings. 
Mrs. Barbauld died at Stoke Newington, March 9, 
1725, in her 82d_ year, leaving behind her many 
unpublished manuscripts both in prose and verse. 


' children of the earth ? 


MULSCHLL AW Ws 


LIFE. 
BY MISS BREMER. 

Iiiusions ! Illusions! you cry over all joys, all 
faith, all love, in life. I shout back with all my 
might over your own words, * Illusions ! illusions !” 
All depends upon what we fix our faith and our affec- 
tions. Must the beauty of love and worth of lite be 


_atan end to woman when her first spring, her 


bloom of love, her moments of love are past? No, 
do not believe that, Ida. Nothing in this world is 
such an allusion as this belief. Life is rich; its 
tree blossoms eternally, because it is nourished by 


immortal fountains. It bears dissimilar fruits, 


) various in color and glory, but all beautiful; let us 


undervalue none of them, for all of them are capa- 
ble of producing plants of eternal life. 
Youthful love—the beaming passion-flower of 


, earth? who will belie its captivating beauty, who 


will not thank the Creator that he gave it to the 
But, ah! I will exclaim to 
all those who must do without it; there are flowers 
which are as noble as this, and which are less in 
danger than it of being paled by the frosts of the 
earth ?—flowers from whose chalices also you may 


: suck life from the life of the Eternal ! 


Ah! if we only understood how near to us Provi- 
dence has placed the fountains of our happiness— 
if we understood this from our childhood upwards, 
acted upon it, and profited by it, our lives would 
then seldom lead through dry wilderness! Happy 
are those children whose eyes are early opened by 
They 
will then experience what sweetness and Joy and 


parents and home to the rich activity of life. 


peace can flow out of family relationship, out of 
the heart-felt union between brothers and sisters, 
between parents and children ; and they will experi- 
ence how these relations, carefully cherished in 
youth, will becoine blessings for our maturer years. 
— m0 ¢ Cato 
IT WON'T DO. 

Ir is curious how many thousand things there 
are which it won't do to do upon this cozy planet 
of ours, Whereon we eat sleep, and get our dinner. 
For instance— 

It won't do to plunge into a lawsuit, relying 
wholly on the justice of your cause, and not equip- 
ped beforehand with a brimming purse. 

It won't do to tweak a man’s nose, or tell him 
he lies, unless you are perfectly satisfied he has not 
spunk enough to resent it by blowing your brains 
out—or (if you have no brains) cracking your 
skull. 

It won't do, when riding ina stage coach, to 
talk of another man whom you have not personally 
seen, as being an “ all-fired scoundrel,” until you 
are absolutely sure he is not sitting before you. 

It won't do, when snow-drifts are piled up moun- 
tains high, and sleighs are eternally upsetting, (as 
this winter,) to ride out with a beautiful, lively. 
fascinating girl, and not expect to get smashed 
with her. 

It won't do for a man when a horse kicks him, 
to kick back in return. 

It won't do to crack jokes on old maids in the 
presence of unmarried ladies who have passed the 
age of forty. 

It won't do to imagine a legislature who feed at 
the public crib will sit but six weeks, when two- 
thirds of the members have not capacity to earn a 


decent living at home. 
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It won't do for a man to bump his head against 
a post, unless he conscientiously believes that his 
head is the hardest. 

It won’t do, when a musquito bites your face in 
the night, to beat your own cranium in pieces with 
your fist. 


RURAL REP 


It won't do for a chap to imagine a girl is in- | 


different to him, because she studiously avoids him 
in company. 

It won't do for a man to fancy a lady is in love 
with him because she treats him civilly, or that she 
has virtually engaged herself to him because she 
has always endured his company. 

It won’t do, when in a hurry, to eat soup with a 
two-pronged fork, or try to catch fleas with a fish- 
net. 

It won't do to be desperately enamored of a 
pretty face till you have seen it at the breakfast 
table. 

It won't do to take hold of a hair-trigger pistol 
during a fit of the blues. 

It won't do for a politician to imagine himself 
elected to the gubernatorial chair while the back 
counties remain to be heard from. 

It won't do to pop the question more than a dozen 
times after a lady has said “ no.” 

It won't do to extol the beauty of a lady’s hair 
before you know whether it did not once belong to 
another lady’s head. 

It won't do to go barefoot in winter to get rid of 
trouble from corns. 

It won't do to take every man to do that you 
would like to, even if so to do would be to doa 


favor. It won't do! 


— 50 ¢ Cao 
HINDOO FABLE. 


PROPPED AAA PAOD OS 


PRARARARARAARAARAAALL SY 


OSITORY. 
justness of the proportion raises our thoughts up to 

the heart and wisdom of the great Creator, some- 

thing may be allowed it, and something to the em- 

bellishment which sets it off; and yet when the 

whole apology is read, it will be found at last, that 

beauty, like truth, never is so glorious as when it 

goes the plainest. 

—o-2D @ Go — 

Takinc rr Cootty.—A fellow, as the story goes, 
crowded himself into company where he was not 
wanted, and when requested to withdraw he re- 
fused. Whereupon a “huge paw” took him by 
the collar, and with a terrible kick lifted him on to 
the side walk. The ejected stranger riz, and, 
scratching the bruised spot, said, “ Mister who 
tapped your boots ?” He did this so coolly, that 
he was voted in a life member of the “ Dry Jokers.” 

> 6G — 

WE THINK IT LIKELY THAT IT Is SoO.—Somebody 
says that no boy passes his nineteenth year with- 
out having experienced at least one tender and 
“eternal” (of course) passion, and that very few 


} girls get fairly through their sixteenth year scathless 


SPARE PAPEL EA AAA 


PAPAL ALP LLP 


Tuere is a fable among the Hindoos, that a thief 5 


having been detected and condemned to die thought 
upon an expedient by which he might be rescued 
from death. He sent for the jailor, and told him he 


had an important seeret to disclose to the King, and 


and when he had done so he would be ready to } 


die.—The King sent for him, to know what this 
secret was. He told him that he knew the art of 
producing trees that should bear gold. 


accompained by his prime minister, courtiers, and 


The King, ‘ 


priest, came with the thief to a certain spot, where | 


they began their incantations. The thief 


produced a piece of gold, declaring that if sown it | 


would produce a tree, every branch of which should 
bear gold: “ but,” added he, “ this must be put into 
I am not 
The 
King replied, * When [ was a boy I remember 


the ground by a person perfectly honest. 
so, and therefore pass it to your majesty.” 


taking something from my father, which, although 


then } 


PPP LPP OO 


a trifle, prevents my being the proper person. I } 


The lat- 
ter said, “* I reeeive the taxes from the people, and, 


pass it, therefore, to my prime minister.” 


as I am exposed to many temptations, how can I be 


perfeetly honest? I therefore, give it to the priest.” 


The priest pleaded the same as to his conduct in } 


receiving the sacrifices. At length 
claimed, “* I know not why we should not all four 
The 


King was so pleased at the ingenuity of the thief 


be hanged, since not one of us is honest.” 


that he granted him a pardon. 


-- ee 
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Beaury.—Beauty has so many charms, one 


knows not how to speak against it; and when it 


the thief ex-? 


happens that a graceful figure is the habitation of ; 


) a virtuous soul, when the beauty of the face speaks 


KA) 


out the modesty and humility of the mind, and the 


J . 
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\ from the pens of 


of a romantic love. “ ‘The tender sentiment is pe- 

culiar to the teens, and is something like the mumps 

and measles—it comes once in a lifetime.” 
—_°55 © Cato — 

“ Dick,” inquired the maid, * have you been after 
that saleratus?” “No Ehaint.” “If youdon’t go 
quick I'll tell your mistress.” Well, tell mistress | 
as soon as you please. I don’t know Sally Ratus, 
and won't go near her—you know well enough I 
am engaged to Deb.” 

—) ¢ Coo 

Ir you fall in love with a good girl that loves you, 
marry her and ask not perfection in womankind, 
for unless you are perfect you have no right to ex- 
pect perfection. 

— 59 © Cato 

Tur man who would cheat a printer, is mean 
enough to steal the pewter off of the head of a loaf- 
er’s cane. 
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SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 22, 1644. 
* 
TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

In several past numbers of our Repository, we have had 
many, very many, elegant effusions sent us—tributes of respect 
to departed worth ; now we have no objections to such Poetry, 
nor such tributes, they are what should be done; eclegies of 
this description nurse fine feelings ; no doubt the only source 
through which tears freely flow ; but yet, at the same time, too 
much grief gives a gloomy shade to our paper: they are 
generally of a local description, and relate to affairs in our 
immediate neighborhood ; and as we intend the Repository for 
general circulation, far and near, will not answer our purpose 
so well 

A litt'e of a good thing is good, but too much will not do ; 
for while we are suiting one class of readers, another may find 
fuult, and it is our object to steer if possible, a middle course, 
and if it cau be done, give our readers a taste 
Fr i grave to gay, trom lively to severe, 

Our Correspondents no doubt will comprehend this sut 
ficiently, without much farther explanation ; a word to the 
wise is allthings. We do not say we will refuse all pieces of 
a sorrowful or melancholy character; but a little sentiment of 
a different kind, will at times, better suit the character of this 
We are satisfied our paper should be as 


paper. varied 98 pos 


sible. to suit all our numerous readers, and with this remark we 


close, assuring the authors of these pieces we shall be very 


happy to hear from them oc« asionally, on other subjects. 


9 4 OS 


Tue “* Columbian Magazine” for October is before us. Its 
ravings are beautiful, and it nee 


e of our best Ameri 
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Tne “ Ladies Garland and Family Magazine,”’ a handsome 
monthly periodical, containing 24 large super-royal pages with 
Engravings, Music, &c. is published in Philadelphia, by J. Van 
Court, corner of Bread and Quarry Street, at the low price of 
one dollar a year. 

— 8) 6 Geo 

iP We cannot supply 21st, 32d and Wth numbers of Vol. 
20th, without breaking whole volumes, which we cannot con- 
sistently do; but should be willing to accommodate persons 


wishing other numbers. 
0 5 6 Ct — 
Letters Containing Remittances, 


Received at this Office, ending Wednesday last, deducting the 
amount of postage paid. 

P.M. Danby, Vt. $3,00; W.W. W. Warwick, N. Y. 81,00; 
P. M. Chestertield Factory, N. H. 82,25; Miss M. H. Bloom 
ing Grove, N. Y. 81,00; B.C. L. Skaneateles, N. Y. $1.00; 
BE. H. Smokey Hollow, N. Y. 31,00; W. L. F. Binghampton, 
N. Y. 81,00; P. M. Cedarville, N. Y. 86,00; P.M. Pulton, 
N. Y. $5.00; P. M. Blooming Grove, N. Y. $1,00; P. M. 
Chatham 4 Comers, N. Y. 85,00; Miss H. Amsterdam, N. Y. 
$1.00; A. W. N. Earlville, N. Y¥.$5,00; H. J. V. R. Seneca 
Falls, N. Y. $1.00; L. B. F. Conquest, N. VY. 80,75; C. J. 
Fast Constable, N. ¥. 81,00; H. B. West Woodville, Ohio, 
$1,00; P.M. Pratt’s Hollow, N. ¥.84,00; H.W. R. Richmond, 
R. 1. $1,00; P.M. Almond, N. Y. $2.00; C. W. Watertown, 
N. Y. $1.00; Miss L. P. Prairie du Chien, W. T. $2,00; 
N. M.S. Greentield, Mass. $1,00; H. H. R. Brand’s Iron 
Works, R. 1. 81,00; M. B. B. Chieago, Ul. 81,00; W. HH. 
Pine Plains, N. Y. $1,00; Mrs. D. Pawlings, N. Y. 81,00; 
O. R. B. West Pittsfield, Ms. 85,00; J. W.Coldenham, N. Y. 
81,00; P.M. Jamesville, N.Y. 83,00; P.M. Greigsville, N.Y. 
$1.00; E.G. FE. Mecklenburg, N. Y.$1,00; M. M. 8. Keese 
ville, N. V. 81.00: C. TL. W. Northville, Mich. 81,00; J. B.D. 
Pleasant Valley, N. Y. $1.00; H. D, Cortland Village, N. Y. 
81,00; J. A. Pittsford, N. ¥. $1.00: I. M. H. Deansville, N. Y. 
$1.00; CLR. Wilmington, Vt. (for Vols. 17, 18, 19, and 20,) 
$3.00; W. HL. Cross River, N. Y. 85,00; P.M. Black Brook, 


' N.Y. 83.00; P.M. Beaver Creek, N. Y. 85,00; A.W. Eagle, 


N. Y. $1,00; D.C. Schuyler’s Lake, N. Y. $1,00; J. HM. 'Tar- 
iffville, Ct. $1,00. 
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In this city, by the Rev. Dr. Gosman, Mr. George Smith to 


\ Miss Catharine Jacquins, all of this city. 


On the 17th inst. by the same, Mr. William J. Miller to Miss 
Jane Frances Best. ~ 

On the 25th inst. by the Rev. P. Teller Babbit, Mr. Abner 
H. MeArthurto Miss Mary L. Coffin, youngest daughter of 
Capt. Peter G. Coffin, all of this city. 

At Philadelphia, on the 21st inst. by Mayor Seott, Mr. 
William A Jordan, of this city, to Miss Caroline M. daughter 
of the late Capt. Joseph G. Jenkins of the same place, 

t Morven 
of Jorden; 


ie the King « 
rthe peeries Queen 


We wish them jog s 
Ww h pea ma 
And a heart) 
WwW: . 
In Claverack, on the 3th inst. by the Rev. Martin Z. Fuller, 
Mr. Joseph G. Daniels, of the firm of J. G. Daniels & Co, 
of Mellenville, to Miss Mary A. daughter of the late Peter [. 
Van Buren, Esq. of Pa. 





vem to old Hudson's shore 


In Livingston, on the 5th inst. by the Rev. J. D. Fonda, Mr. 
Edward Sticklesto Miss Mary Rossman. 
In Athens, August eth, by the Rev. Hf. L. Grose, Mr. Wil 


liam Y. B. Pierce to Miss Mary Ann Sanderson, both of Athens. 
At Palantine, Montgomery co. on the 23d inst. at the resi 
> of Jolin Thomas Netterville, Esq. by the Rev. Mr. 
Gilbert, Mr. Alfred C. Van Alstine, of Lansingburg, to Miss 
Eliza Ann Netterville, eldest daughter ot Thomas Netterville 
ofthis city. 
In Germantown, on the 1eth inst. by the Rev. Mr. Boyd, Mr. 





John J. Richardson, of Catskill, to Miss Margaret Snyder, of 


Germantown. 

In Syracuse, on the 17th inst. by the Rev. P. R. Sawyer, Mr. 
Alexander Lott, formerly of this city, to Miss Mary McDonough, 
both of Syracuse. 
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In this city, on Sunday evening, the 22d inst. Mr. Albert 
Hovsradt, of the firm of Darling, Hoysradt, & Hedges, in the 


26th vear of his age. 

On the 10th inst. John Hopwood in his 70th venr. 

On the same day, Abigail Allen, in her #7th year. 

On the 17th inst. William, son of George and Ann Wagstafi 
in his 2d venr 

On the 19th inst. Mr. James Akins, in his 35th year. 

On the same day, John, son of Walter and Mary Morris, 
aged I year 






On the Uist inst. John T. son of Ebenezer D. and Rachel 
Newberry, aged 9 months 

On the 2st inst. at the residence of her son in-law, Jacob 
Traver, Five Hardick, in the 87th vear ofher age 

In Brooklwn, N. VY. on the Zot! t. aft an short illness of 
the Dropsy, Mr. Peter Taylor, of this city, aged 69 vears, 8 
months and 5 days. : 

In Chatham, onthe 11tl t. Mrs. Eliza Sickles, in the 49th 
year of her age, forme tt ity 

At Can on Monday the 3d inst. John Whiting, Feq. in 
the m~let vear ot! noe 

In New-York, on the 10th inst. Andrew G. son of N. Ber 
i. I:sq. of South Egremont ed 22 
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For the Rural! Repository. ; 

THE DYING MOTHER TO HER INFANT. : 

My baby, my poor little one, thou’rt a winter flower, ; 
A pale and tender blossom in a cold unkindly hour ; » 
Thou comest with the snow-drop, and like that pretty thing, 
The power that called my bud to life, will shield its blossoming. } 
The snow-drop hath no guardian leaves to fold her safe and ) 
warm— ; 

Vet well she bides the bitter blast and weathers out the storm, } 
{ shall not long enfold thee thus—not long—but well I know, 5 
The everlasting arms, my babe, will never let thee go! ; 


The snow-drop—how it haunts me still! hangs down its fair 
young head, 

So thine may drop in days tocome, when Lhave long been dead ; 
And yet the little snow-drop’s safe—from it instruction seek, 
For who would crush the motherless, the lowly and the meek? 
Yet motherless thou'lt not be long, nor long alone in life, 
Thy father soon will bring him home another, fairer wife ; 

Be loving dutiful to her; find favor in her sight, 

But never, oh, my child! forget thine own poor mother quite. 
But who will speak to thee of her? the gravestone at her head 
Wil! only tell the name and age, and linenge of the dead ; 
But not one word of ail the love 





That crowded years into an hour of brief maturity, 

They'll put my picture from its place, to fix another there, 

That picture that was thought so like, and vet so passing fair. 

Some chamber in thy futher’s house they'll let thee call thine 
own, ; 

Oh, take it there to look upon when thou art all alone— 

To breathe thy early grief unto—if such nssuil my child, 

To turn to from less loving looks 

Alas! 

That holiest home of all the earth, 


. from faces not so mild. } 
unconscious little one! thou'lt never know that best, 
a living mother’s breast. 

I do repent me now too late of each rebellious thought, 

That would not let me tarry my God's leisure as I ought 

I've been too hasty, peevish, 


proud, llonged to go away— 


And now I'd fain live on for thee, if God would let me stay. 


Oh! when [ think of what I was, and what I might have 
been, 
A bride last year and now to die when I am scarce nineteen! 


And just, just opening in my heart a fount of love so vew, 


So deep! could that love run to waste ? could that have failed 
me too? 

The bliss it would have been to see my daughter by my side 

My prime of life scarce overblown, and her’s in all its pride 

To deck her with my finest things with all the rich and rare, 

To hear it said—* How beautiful! and good as she is fair!’ 

And then to place the marriage crown upon that fair young 
brow, 

Oh, no! not that "tis fall of thorns—alas, 

This weak, weak head! this 


to the last; 


I'm wandering now, 
foolish heart! they'll cheat me 


I've been a dreamer all my life, and now that life is past. 


Thou’ lt have thy futher’s eyes my child—oh once how kind 


they were, 

His long black lashes—his own smile—and just such raven 
huir ; 

But here’s a mark, poor innocent! (hell love you for’t the 
less,) 

Like that upon thy mother’s cheek, his lips were wont to 
press, 

And yet perhaps, Ido him wrong, perhaps, when all's forgot, 


But our young loves ; in memory’s mood, he'll kiss this very 
spot; 

Oh then my dearest, clasp thine arms about his neck full fast 

And whispers that T bl 

I've heard that little tnfiunts oft converse by smiles and signs 


With the guardian band of 


t him now and loved him to the last. 


angels that round about them 


shines, 
‘ | 


Unseen by grosser senses—beloved one! dost thou 


Smile so upon thy heavenly friends and commune with them 
now ? 

And hast thou not one look for me ? those little restless eyes 

Wanderi 


e¢, wandering every where the while thy m 


other dies 
And yet perhaps thou'rt seeking me, expecting me, mine ow: 
Come death! and make me to my child, at least in spirit 
known. 
Hudson, Sept. 14, 1844 £,F.8 
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Written on the death of Miss Mary R. Garner, of Hillsdale, | 
BY 8. M. DORR. 

* Weep not for her who now at rest, ¢ 


Where care and pain no more annoy 
Has reached the haven of the blest, 
And realized immortal joy, 
Her spirit smiles from that bright shore, ‘ 
And softly whispers weep no more!’’—PaRK. 
“THE golden bow! is broken, 
And the silver chord is loosed ;” 
And the spirit of perfection, 
In a tenement of dust, 
Has exchanged the harp of earth, $ 
For the golden harp of heaven, 
Midst cele 


That to saints of light is given! 


stial glory bright, 
Sister! weep not o’er the wreck 
Of that cold and lifeless clay, 
Which the storms of life have wafted, § 
On the waves of death away ; 
While the star of promise rises, 
On the spirit in its flig 
And a flood of 
In a world of endless light. 


ht, 
glory dazzles, 
You may gaze upon the darkness, 
Of the lone and silent tomb, 
And may feel your mind beelouded 
Witha veil of silent 
jut her tomb is but the 
To idle 
And of freedom from the sorrows, ‘ 
That afflict a lift 


’ 
tgloom! 


passport, 


her life of er bliss, 


in this, 


Sister! weep not then for her, 


While the stars of promise beam, 
Por a flood of 


Every ransomed seraph’s theme, 


glory, swelling 
Tunes the chord, and harp in raptures, 
Midst the of the 


While she gazes back in triumph, 


anthems 


just 


Wer her mortal sleeping dust ( 
Brother! weep not o'er that tomb, 

Sheltered by thy sister's bier, 
And wet not the earth around her, 

With a brother's scalding tear: 


For in life *twould wound her sp 
To behold thy broken heart, 


Pierced and bleeding in thy 


irit, 


anguish, 
From death's barbed and fatal dart. 

Brother! 
To the spirit 


mourn not that she's gone, 


} ' 
realm above 


For her kindred spirit hovers, 
O'er thine own in holy love 


And would gladly call thee after, 


‘To enjoy her sacred rest; 
In the bosom of her Father, 
In the regions of the blest. 
Friends will drop the silent tear 
Of affection o’er her grave, 
While in hallowed silence wandering, 


Midst the hom 
But sister, 
W ill cease—their 
While the genth 
br 
In44. 


‘sthat mortals have ; 
brother, friends as dear, 
anguish o'er 
zephyr whispers, 
‘ 


Sister! 


ther! weep no more !" 


Ghent, S¢ 


ON READING “STOCKPORT MY NATIVE PLACE.” 


Tuoven strat tothy place and thee, 
Methinks | know thee well; 
And pleasant must it ever be, 
The pl ice where thou doth dwell 
* No castl crown the Hudson's bank, 
To lure the traveler's eye, 
No stately ediice is reared 
With pillars pointing high.” 
I faney there, some pleasant cot, 
Near “* Hudson's pel d shore,”’ 
May bethy home: Oh! happy lot, 
And canst thou wish for more ? 
I'r from care, and tree from strife 
hy rural roun y ron 
( hich « e v | 
I ! r 1} 


*Tis not the halls with gay festoons, 

The mansions of the great, 
Nor palaces with gilded domes, 

Can happiness create ; 
But in the neat and humble cot, 
doth flow, 
Where warblers their sweet carols chant, 


Where murmuring streams 


And gentle zephy rs blow. 


It is our home, our native 
Though humble 
* Where sisters dwell 
W here 


"lis where a father’s tender care, 


home, 
it may be, 
and brothers meet,’ 


love abounds most free— 


Hath watched our youthful days, 
"Tis where a pious mother there 


Taught us to kneel and pray. 


"Ti 
Our arbor, 


Adorned with flow 
Oh! who doth love it not! 


s where we sported when a child, 
and our cot, 


ers growing wild, 


If scenes like these be truly thine, 
"Thou never enn’st erase, 
Enthroned be ever in thy mind, 
St eK port thy Native 
I-44. 


place. Ilomervs. 


Greenport, Sept. 
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RURAL REPOSITORY, 


Vol ol. 2 (4 ommencing Ol uqe 34, 4 


EACH NUMBER EMBELLISHED WITH ENG RAVINGS. 


Price &$1—Clubs from 50 to 75 Cents. 




















THE RURAL REPOSITORY will be devoted to Polite 
Literature: contain Moral and Seutimental Tales, Original 
Communientions, Riography, Traveling Sketches, Amusing 
Miscellany, Humorous and Historieal Anecdotes, Poetry, &e. 
The first Number of the Vw fu-First Volume of the Runan 
Rysestvent will be issued on Saturday the dtstof August, 144. 

The charseter and de rol Rural Repository being so 
generally known, it would mi almost stpertluous to offer any 
thi further: but, we ure iad 1cod to submit to the public 
two purngr hs containi > deneeiiaanl ahietetn tien nablone of 
thre R tory,” published in various Journals, throughout 
the United States, in the room of praising ourselves as some are 
under the necessity of doing. 

The * Rural Repository’ is a neat and elegant semi-month 
ly Periodical, published inthe City of Hndson, Columbian Co 
N.Y. and which we believe is the oldest literary paper in the 
United States ; and while it has made no very great pretension 
to public favor, it ts fer better than those publ sitions whe bonst 
long and loud of their claims to public patronage. Amid the 
Nuctuations of the world, and the ups and downs of the peri 
odical pre for nearly a seore of vears this little miscellany 
has pursued ‘the even tenor of its way,’ scattering its sweets 

. and inereasing in interest and popularity, and our 
re vies will, of course, infer, that if it had no merit it would 
have shuffled off this mortal coil ao 

C1. DH WT FA * 
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THE RURAL REPOSTTORY will be publis hed every 
other Saturday. inthe Quarto form, containing twenty-six num 
bersofeight pages each, with a tithe page and index tothe vol 
ume, making inthe whole 208 pages. One or more engravings, 

id alson portrait of me distinguished person, will embellish 
each number: consequently tt willbe one ofthe neatest, che ap 

t, and best literary papers in the country. 

Wid uk RE Sa 

ONE DOLLAR per annum, jnrarich/n in adrance. We 
have a few copies ofthe Tith, 2th, 1th, 16th, 17th, beth. 1th 

ad QOth volun und any one sending for the 2ist volume, 
ean have as many copies of either of the volumes as they wish, 
at the same rate. : 

‘ ‘ ‘ 

Clubs! Clubs!!! Clubst!! 

All those who will send us the following amounts in one re 
mittnnece hall reeeive ~ stated below, viz 
PITY Copies for $25.00 5 Twenty Copies for $13.00 
Forty $22.00 Fifteen do S10.00 
Phirty Five do. £20.00 "Ten do 2700 
Thirty do Sik OU) Seven do. S00 
(weutv-Four do S15.00 Pour do, S300 

I'o tl whe dus 25.00, we will give the 18th Volume. 

gratis) and for $7.00, their choice of ether the 1#th or 16th 
Volume for S10,00, the I=th and 1th Volumes: for 13.00, 
their choice of two out of the Teeth, 19th and 20th Volumes: 

d for Slo.00, 815,00, $20,00, $22.00, and 825,00, the whol 
one Volumes. 

ey" No subscription received for less than one year. All, 
the back numbers furnish il to new subseribers during the year 
unital the ' out ess otherwise ordered 

re ST M Ast l ts are authorized to remit subserip 
tions tf " riper eolexpense, 

Nau of subserily withthe amount of Sul scription, to be 

t | } | j te the | } or 

WILLIAM B. STODDARD 
i m, Caoluml ( MY. le44 
Pr EDITO vho wish to exchange, are respectfully re 
quested to give the above a flow insertions, or at least a notice, 
if =u wuons 


re 
1<8 





~ 





